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PREFACE. 


Tur two poems now reprinted are chiefly remarkable for their extreme 
rarity ; although by an early writer of allegorical verse, who flourished at 
the commencement of the Sixteenth century, and whose name is usually 
regarded as one of the landmarks in the history of English poetry.. 
Among the successors of Chaucer, Gower, and Lydgate, Hawes and 
Skelton are indeed the only two who are worthy of special notice until 
we reach the times of Surrey, Sackville, and the earlier poets of the 
Elizabethan period. 


Of Srernen Hawes scarcely anything is known, if we except the fact 
of his holding a place in the royal household of King Henry the Seventh. 
His usual designation is that of “one of the Grooms of King Henry 
the Seventh his chamber.” In the twenty-first year of his reign, on the 
Ist of January [1505-6], the English monarch gave Stephen Hawes the 
reward of ten shillings for a ballad. Bishop Bale, in 1557, has given 
Hawes a high character for learning and accomplishments: “ In- 
genium ei fœlicissimum contigit, et lingua ad omnem dicendi rationem 
accommoda; totaque ejus vita, ut fertur, quasi virtutis exemplum fuit ;” 
and states, that he had pursued his studies in England, Scotland, and 
France.“ Anthony Wood, in referring to the education of Hawes at 
Oxford, repeats this statement, with other particulars, which may best 
be quoted in his own words :?— 

“Stephen Hawes, or Hawys, originally descended, as it seems, from 
the Hawes, of Hawes in the Bushes, in the county of Suffolk; was 
instructed in all such literature as this University could at that time 

‘ Scriptorum Brytanniæ Centuria Octava, &c. p. 632, Basile, 1557, folio. Hawes is not 


mentioned in Bale’s original work, which appeared in 1548, 4to. 
Athena Oxonienses, edit. by the Rev. Dr Bliss, vol. i., p. 9. 
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afford, but whether he took a degree, we have no register to shew it. 
Afterwards, in his travels through England, Scotland, and France, visit- 
ing the receptacles of good letters, did much advance the foundation of 
literature that he had laid in this place; so that after his return, he 
being esteemed a complete gentleman, a master of several languages, 
especially of the French, and, above all, for his most excellent vein in 
poetry, he was received into the court of King Henry Seventh; who 
being a great encourager of learning, and a judicious understander of 
men, was by him made at length one of the grooms of his chamber, and 
highly esteemed by him for his facetious discourse and prodigious 
memory; which last did evidently appear in this, that he could repeat 
by heart most of our English poets; especially Jo. Lydgate, a monk of 
Bury, whom he made equal, in some respects, with Geff. Chaucer. He 
hath transmitted to posterity several books in English, some of which 
are in verse and some in prose.” 

No collected edition of the poems of Hawes has ever appeared, which 
is more remarkable from the high praise awarded to him by Warton and 
other writers. In the list of his works, Bale includes Templum Chrystal- 
linum, lib. 1.; and Ames, in his “ Typographical Antiquities,” mentions 
it as having been printed by Wynken de Worde, in the year 1500: 
Here bygenneth the temple of Glas, wrote by Stephen Hawes, grome 
of the chambre to king Henry VII. It contains 27 leaves in octavo.” 
The words in italics are so given by Ames, and indicate that he had 
supplied them. No such edition with these words has been discovered; 
and the poem, which is unquestionably by Lydgate, was first printed by 
Caxton, without date, it is supposed before 1479.“ Hawes himself, 
while he repeatedly calls John Lydgate, monk of Bury, his master, in 
reciting his chief works, says thus: 
and the tyme to passe 
Of love he made the bryght TEMPLE or GTIASS E. 


The most important work, or, as Warton calls it, “capital performance“ 


1 Ames, 1749, p. 86. See Herbert’s Remarks, vol. i., p. 194. 

2 Dibdin’s Ames, vol. i., p. 308; Blades’s Life and Typography of William Caxton, vol. ii., 
P. 59. 

5 Pastyme of Pleasure (Percy Society reprint, 1845, p. 54). 


PREFACE. V 


of Hawes, is, “ The Passetyme of Pleasure, or the History of Graunde 
Amoure and la Bel Pucell.” It was written in the year 1506, and seems 
to have been first printed in 1509. In a poem by Thomas Feylde, “ A 
lytil treatise called the Contraversy bytwene a Lover and a Jaye,” 
printed by Wynkyn de Worde, without a date, but probably before 
1530, occurs the following allusion to the author, then deceased, from 
which we may infer that he had been cut off in the prime of life :— 


‘Yonge SrruEN Hawse, whose soule God pardon, 
Treated of love so clerkely and well. 
To rede his workes is myne affeccyon, 
Whiche he compyled of La bell Pusell 
Remembrynge storyes fruytfull and deléctable. 


” 


But the words might only allude to Hawes having written such poems in 
his youth. Warton (who gives an elaborate analysis of Hawes’s poem) 
says,— It is almost the only effort of imagination and invention which had 
yet appeared in our poetry since Chaucer. This poem contains no common 
touches of romantic and allegoric fiction. The personifications are often 
happily sustained, and indicate the writer’s familiarity with the Provencial 
school. The model of his versification and phraseology is that improved 
harmony of numbers, and facility of diction, with which his predecessor 
Lydgate adorned our octave stanza. But Hawes has added new graces to 
Lydgate’s manner.“ Upon this passage George Ellis remarks, —“ It 
is very doubtful whether every reader will concur in this favourable 
opinion of Stephen Hawes’s merit.“? The poem itself was popular at 
the time, and passed through several editions. 

An edition printed at London by Wynkyn de Worde, 1509, 4to, 
is mentioned in Lowndes’s Manual, but no copy is at present known. 

The next edition has this title, written in scroll, Here begynneth 
the passe tyme of pleasure.” At the end of the table we read, “ This 
boke called the Pastyme of pleasure was made and compyled by Stephen 
Hawes, one of the groomes of the most honourable chamber of our 
soverayn lord Kyng Henry the Seventh.” It contains several woodcuts 
which are omitted in the later editions. The colophon runs thus: Here 


History of English Poetry, sect. xxviii. 
* Specimens of the Early English Poets, vol. i., p. 410. 
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endeth the pastyme of pleasure. Imprynted at London in Fletestrete 
at the sygne of the Sonne by Wynkyn de Worde the yere of our lorde 
M.CCCCC. & xvij. therd day December,” with the woodcut device 
„W. C.“ The only copy known, from the Roxburghe and Sykes col- 
lections, is now in the library of Mr Christie Miller at Britwell House, 
Buckinghamshire, being one of many fortunate acquisitions made at the 
dispersion of Mr Heber’s library. 

There are three later editions, under the title of “The Historie of 
Graunde Amour and la Bell Pucell, called the Pastime of Pleasure,” 
and printed at London by J. Wayland, 1554, by Richard Tottell, 1555, 
and by John Waley, 1559, all in black letter, 4to. The edition of 1555 
was reprinted in the series of publications of the Percy Society, vol. xviii., 
edited by Mr Thomas Wright, 1845. 


The “ Conversyon of Swerers,” now reprinted, was also written in the 
reign of Henry the Seventh. Ames and Herbert quote the title and 
colophon of an edition printed by Wynkyn de Worde, 1509, 4to, eight 
leaves. But the only copy known, apparently, of this edition, is defec- 
tive of the first and last leaves. It passed successively from the libraries 
of Dr Farmer, the Duke of Roxburghe, and Mr Heber, into that of Mr 
Miller at Britwell. 

Another undescribed edition has this colophon: * Thus endeth the 
conuersyon of swerers made and compyled by Stephan Hawes grome 
of the chambre of our souereygne lorde kyng Henry the seventh. In- 
prynted at London by Wyllyam Copland, for Robert Toye. In the yere of 
our lorde. M.D.LI.,” 4to, eight leaves. Two copies of sign. B were found 
pasted as the cover of an old book several years ago. One of these is 
in my possession ; whether the other is still preserved I am uncertain. 

A third edition without date, also unknown to Ames, Herbert, and 
Dibdin, and described “as probably uniquz,” occurred in the sale of 
Caldecott’s library in 1833 (No. 642), where it fetched L.8, 8s. Asa 
proof of the present increased value of such books, it may be noticed that 
this copy was resold among George Daniel’s books in 1864, and bought 
by Mr Lilly, for Henry Huth, Esq., when it produced the large sum of 
L.40. It has this imprint: “ Thus endeth the Conuersyon of swerers 
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made & compyled by Stephen Hawys, grome of the chambre of our 
souerayne lorde kynge Henry the seventh. U Imprynted at London 
in fletestrete, at the sygne of saynt Johan euangelyste, by me Johan 
Butler.” 4to, eight leaves. 

In the following reprint all these three editions have been employed, 
the colophon of the original copy being supplied on the authority of 
Ames, who must have seen a perfect copy. There are several minute 
variations of orthography in these copies, but not of sufficient import- 
ance to be enumerated. 


The next tract, A Joyfull Meditacyon,” four leaves, 4to, was printed 
by Wynkyn de Worde, without date, but no doubt at the time of the joy- 
ful event which it commemorates. King Henry the Seventh died on the 
21st of April 1509, and his son and successor, Henry the Eighth, was 
crowned on the 24th of June that year. The only copy of the original 
known to exist is among Bishop More’s books in the public library of the 
University of Cambridge. It is slightly defective, in having a line at 
the foot of three of the pages cut away in binding. For the transcript 
of this poem I was indebted to the friendly aid of the Rev. John E. B. 
Mayor of St John’s College, now Librarian of the University, Camb- 
ridge. On the first page is a rude woodcut, of which no attempt is 
made to give a facsimile. 


How long Hawes may have survived can only be conjectured. The 
words of Feylde already quoted, “ Yonge Stephen Hawes,” seem to imply 
that it was in the prime of life; if, therefore, we suppose that Hawes was 
born after the year 1480, and died before 1522, he would not be more 
than forty years of age. Mr Wright has pointed out an important fact, 
that “it appears from a book of the expenses of the 12th Henry VIII., 
among the records in the Rolls House, that the following payment was 
made to our author on 6th January in that year; the Play referred to 
is now perhaps lost.” 

Item, to Mr Hawsg, for his Play, . . . vill Xiijs iiijd.”? 
This notice proves that Hawes was alive in January 1520-21. 


1 Preface to the Perey Society reprint of ‘‘ The Pastime of Pleasure,” 1845. 
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The two following tracts were reprinted a few years ago, with no very de- 
finite purpose, my chief object being to preserve them from the chance of 
casual destruction. While preparing a List of the Members and a Cata- 
logue of the Books issued by the Assorsrorp CTLun, during its limited 
period of existence, it occurred to me that the present little volume, of which 
the copies still remain in the printer’s hands, might be included in that 
series, as a copy will be furnished to each of the surviving members of the 


Club. 


There are some other poems by Hawes still existing, to which I have 
not had access;' and I may express a hope that some zealous English 
antiquary, with better opportunities for research than I possess, will per- 
form for Hawes the same good service which the Rev. Alexander Dyce 
so successfully accomplished for SæRLTON, by publishing a collected edi- 
tion of his writings. A collection of the minor unpublished poems and 
ballads of Lypeare, is no less a desideratum in old English literature. 
Hawes, after enumerating his principal works, exclaims : 


O! Mayster Lydgate, the most dulcet sprynge 
Of famous retheryke, with balade ryall, 
The chefe orygynal of my lernyng. 


Sythen the tyme that his lyfe was gone, 
In all this realme his pere did not dwell, 
Above all other he did so excell.? 


DAVID LAING. 
Edinburgh, 1865. 


For instance one entitled, “ Here foloweth a compendyous story, and it is called the 
Exemple of Vertu,“ Kc. Compyled by Stephen Hawys: London, Wynkyn de Worde, 
M.CCCCC.XXV., 4to.—(V. Dibdin’s Ames, vol. ii., P. 281). „Only one copy known; sold 
Roxburghe, 3270, £60; resold, Heber, pt. IV., £9, 5s.; again, in 1854, £21.” 

Lowndes also specifies another tract by Hawes, entitled“ Comfort of Lovers. Emprynted 
by Wynkyn de Worde,” no date, and says, “only one copy known.” 

2 Pastyme of Pleasure, edit. 1845, p. 55. 
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The frutefull sentence and the noble werkes 
To our doctryne wryten in olde antyqupte 

By many gret and ryght notable clertzes 
Srounded on reason and hygh auctorpte 

Dyde gyue us example by good moralyte 

To folowe the trace of trouth and ryghtwysnes 
Leuynge our synne and mortall wrechednes 


By theyr wrytynge doth to us appere 

The famous actes of many a champpon 

In the courte of fame renowned fapre and clere 
And some endpted theyr entencpon 

Cloked in coloure harde in construcepon 
Specpallp poetes under cloudy fygures 
Couered the trouthe of all theyr scryptures 


Do hystorvagraphes all the worthy dedes 

Ok kynges and knyghtes dyde put in wrytynge 
To be in mende kor theyr memorpall medes 
How sholde we now haue knowledgynge 

Ok thynges past, but by theyr endytynge 
Aherkore we ought to prapyse them doubteles 
That spent theyr tyme in suche good bugpnes 


Amonge all other my good mapster Lydgate 
The eloquent porte and monke of burp 

Dypde bothe contryue and also translate 

Many vertues bokes to be in memory 
Touchynge the trouthe well and sentencpouslyp 
But spth that his deth was intollerable 
Jprape God rewarde hym in lyke perdurable 


Amonge all thynges nothynge fo prouffptable 
As is fepence with the fentencpous ſcrypture 
For worldly rycheſſe is often tranfmutable 
As dayly dothe appere well in vre 

Bet ſcyens abydeth and is mooſt ſure 

Akter pouerte to attayne grete rycheſſe 
Srepens is tauſe of promotion doubtles 


J Iptell ov nought erpert in poetrye 
Bemembrynge my youth fo lyght and frayle 
Purpoſe ta rompyle here full breuyatly 

A lytell treatyſe wokull to bewayle 

Che cruell ſwerers whiche do god aſlayle 
On cuerp ſyde his ſwete body to tere 

ith terryble othes as often as they ſwere 


But all kordrede plonged in neclygente 

My penne dothe quake to preſume to endyte 
But hope at laſte to recure this ſcyence 
Exoꝛteth me ryght hardely to wryte 

To deuopde pdlenefle by good appetyte 

For ydleneſſe the grete moder of fynne 
Euery vyte is redy to lette ynne 


J with the fame ryght gretely infecte 

Lpkelp to depe tyll grace by medecyne 
Berured my ſetenes my payne ta abiecte 
Commaundynge me by her Hye power deuyne 
Co drawe this treatyſe kor to enlumpne 

Che reders therok by penytencyall pyte 

And to pardon me ok theyr benygnyte 


ty Baht myghty pepees of euery cryſten regpa 

N ») 4 Cende pou gretynge moche hertly d grace 
Vight wel to gouern vpright pour dominio 
2 And all pour lordes J greete in lyke care 

By this my lettre pour hertes to embrace 

Beſechynge vou to pꝛynte it in pour mynde 

Dow foꝛ pour fake Jtoke on me mankynde 


And as a lambe mooſt metzely dyde enclyne 
To fuffve the dethe for pour redemptyon 
And pe my kynges whiche do nowe dompne 
Ouer my comons in terreſtryall mancyon 
By pꝛyntely preempnence and Juredpeepon 
In pour regall courtes do ſuffre me be rente 
And my tender body with blode all beſpꝛente 


THithout my grate ye mape nothynge pꝛeuayle 
Though ye be kynges koꝛ to mayntene pour fee 
To be a kynge it may nothynge auaple 

But yk my grate pꝛeſerue his dygnyte 

Beholde pour ſeruauntes how they do tere me 
By cruell othes now vpon euery ſyde 

Aboute the worlde launcynge my woundes wyde 


All the graces whiche J haue vou ſhewed 
Reuolue in mynde ryght ofte ententyfly 
Beholde my body with blody dꝛoppes endewed 
CHithin pour realmes nowe tozne fo pyteouſly 
Towſed and tugged with othes cruelly 

Some mp Heed ſome myn armes and face 
Some my herte do all to rente and race 


They newe agayne do Hange me on the rode 
They tere my ſydes and are nothynge dylmayde 
My woundes they open and deuoure my blode 
god and man mooſt wokully arayde 

To pou complayne it mape not be denayde 

He nowe do tug me / ye tere me at the roote 

Pet J to pou am chefe rekuyte and boote 


TUherkore pe kynges reygnynge in renowne 
Refourme pour ſeruauntes in pour courte abuſed 
To good example of euery maner towne 

So that theyr othes whiche they longe haue vſed 
On payne and punyſſhement be holly rekuſed 
Meke as a Lambe J ſuffre theyr grete wronge 

J mape take vengeaunce thoughe J tary longe 


J do forbere J wolde haue pou amende 

And graunte pou merty and pe wyll it take 
O my fwete brederne why do pe offende 
Agayne to tere me whiche deped for pour fake 
Lo fe my kyndnes and frome ſynne awake 
Jdypde redeme vou from the deuplles chayne 
And ſpyte of me ye wyll to hym agapne 


Made J not heuen the mooſt glorvous manſyon 
In whiche J wolde be gladde to haue vou in 
Mow come ſwete bretherne to myn Habptacpon 
Alas good brederne with pour mortall ſynne 
TUbp fice ye from me / to torne agayne begynne 
J wrought pou J bought vou pe can it not Denpe 
Pet to the deuyll ye go nowe wyllyngly 

220 A. iii. 
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N My payne (in mynde 

bid Retepne 
My ſwete bloode 
On the voode (my broder 
Dyde the good 


¶ My face ryght red 22 
Myn armes ſpꝛed (thynke none oder 
My woundes bled oe 


@ Beholde thou my ſyde 

TUounded fo ryght wyde (all kor thyn owne fake 
Bledynge ſoꝛe that tyde d. 

¶ Thus koꝛ the J finerted ue 

Alhy arte thou harde herted (e thy ſwerynge allatze 
Be by me conuerted 

@Ceve me nowe no more 

My woundes are ſoze (and come to my grace 
Leue ſtwerynge therfore 


¶ I am redy 955 
To graunte mercy (kor thy treſpace 
Co the truely . 


¶ Come nowe nere 
My frende dere (before me 


And appere 2 

@ J fo 
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Unto me deve broder my loue and my herte 
Turmente me no more with thyn othes grete 
Come vnto my Jove and agapne reuerte 
From the deuplles {nave and his ſutyl net 
Beware of the worlde all about the fet 

Thy fleſſhe is redy by concupyſcente 

To burne thy herte with curfed vyolence 


Thoughe theſe thre enempes do fore the allayle 
Upon euery ſyde with daungerous iniquite 
But yt thou lyſt / they may nothynge preuayle 
Mor vet ſubdue the with all theyr ertrempte 
Co do good or vll / all is at thy Ivberte 

do graunte the grace thyn enempes to lubdue 
Swete broder aceepte it theyr power to extue 


And pe kynges and prynces of Hye noblenes 
CHith dukes and lordes of euery dygnyte 
Indued with manhode wyldome and ryches 
Ouer the comons hauynge the ſoueraynte 
Corvette them whiche fo do tere me 

By cruell othes without repentaunce 
Amende be tyme left J take vengeaunte 


Erout bicefimea / nun accipies nomen dei tut in banum. 


Unto the man J gaue commaundement 
Mot to take the name of thy god vaynkully 
As not to ſwere but at tyme conuenpent 
Before a Juge to bere recorde truely 
Mampnge my name with reuerence mekelp 
Unto the Juge than there in pretence 

By mp name to gyue to the good credence 


A mp brederne pk that J be wrothe 

It is for cauſe pe fallly by me ſwere 

Be knowe pourfelfe that Jam very trothe 
Bet wrongfully ye do me rente and tere 
pe neyther loue me nor my Juſtyce kere 
And yk pe dyde ye wolde full gentylly 
Obeye my byddynge well and perkytely 


The worldly kynges hauynge the ſoueraynte 
pe do well obey without reſyſtence 

pe dare not take theyr names in vanpte 

But with grete Honoure and eke reucrence 
Than mp name more hye of magnpfycence 

pe ought more to drede whiche am kynge ok all 
Bothe god and man and reygne celeſtpall 


No erthely man loueth vou fo well 

As J do / whiche mekely dyde enclyne 

For to redeme pou from the fendes of hell 
Takynge pour kynde by my godhede dpupne 
pou were the kendes J dyde make vou myne 
For vou ſwete bretherne J was on the rode 
Gvuynge my body my herte and my blode 


Than why do pe in euery maner ok place 
TUith cruell othes tere my body and herte 
My ſydes and woundes it is a pyteous cace 
Alas ſwete brederne J wolde pou conuerte 
For to take vengeaunce pe do me coherte 
From the Hous of ſwerers hall not be abfent 
The plage of Juſtyte to take punyſſhement 


¶ Ende Eccleliattict. xxxiii. Bir multum iurans implebitur tniquitate 
et non dilcedent a Dome eius plaga. 


Aman moche fwerpnge with grete iniquite 
Shall be replete and from his mantyvon 

The plage ok vengeaunce Hall not cefled be 
Therkore ye brederne full of abufpon 

Cake pe good hede to this dyſeryptyon 2* 
Come nowe to me and are korgpuenes 

And be penptente and haue it douteles 


Auguftinus. Pon poteft male muri qui bene bixit et bir bene muritur 
qui male vixit. 


Tho in this worlde lyueth well and ryghtwylly 
Sall deve well by ryght good knowlegynge 

ho in this worlde lyueth vll and wrongkully 
Shall hardly ſcape to haue good endynge 

J do graunte mercy but no tyme enlongynge 
herkore good brederne whyles that pe haue {pace 
Amend pour lyke and come vnto my grace 


My wordes my prelates vnto vou do preche 
For to conuerte pou from vour wretchednes 
But lytell auaylleth vou nowe for to teche 
The worlde hathe caſt vou in ſuche blyndnes 
Lyke vnto ſtones pour hertes bathe hardnes 
That my ſwete wordes may not reconſyle 
Bour hertes harde with mortall ſynne ſo vyle 


lo worthe pour hertes fo planted in pryde 
o worthe vour wrath and mortall enupe 

Glo worthe flouth that dothe with vou abyde 
To worthe alfo inmelurable glotony 

Ao worthe pour tedyus ſynne of lechery 

lo worthe vou whome J gaue free wyll 

TUo worthe couetyſe that dothe pour foules ſpyll 


o worthe ſhorte Jove cauſe of payne eternall 
Io worthe pou that be fo peruerted 

Cio worthe pour pleafures in the fynnes mortall 
To worthe pou for whome J fove ſmerted 

o worthe pou euer but pe be conuerted 

lo worthe pou whole makynge J repente 

Co worthe pour horrypble ſynne fo vyolent 


lo worthe vou whiche do me forfake 

lo worthe pou whiche wyllyngely offende 

lo worthe pour ſwerynge whiche dothe not aflake 
lo worthe pou whiche wyll nothynge amende 
Co worthe vyce that dothe on vou attende 

Co worthe pour grete vnkyndenes to me 


CUo worthe pour hertes withouten pyte 


THo worthe pour kalſhode and pour doubleneſſe 
To worthe alſo pour corrupte Jugement 

lo worthe delpte in worldely rycheſſe 

lo worthe debate without extynguyſhment 
To worthe pour wordes fo moche impacpent 
To worthe pou vnto whome J dyde bote 

And wo worthe vou that tere me at the rote 


Bleſſyd be ye that loue humplyte 

Bleſſyd be ye that loue trouthe and pacyente 
Bleſlyd be ye kolowynge werkes of equyte 
Bleſſyd be pe that loue well abftynence 
Bleſſyd be pe vyrgyns ok excellence 

Bleſſyd be ve whiche loue well vertue 
Bleſſyd be ve whiche do the worlde efehue 


Bleſſyd be ye that heuenly Joye do loue 
Bleſſyd be pe in vertuous gouernaunce 
Bleſlyd be ve whiche do pleafures reproue 
Bleſſyd be pe that conſyder my greuauntce 
Bleſſyd be ve whiche do take repentaunce 
Blelſlyd be pe remembrynge my paſſyon 
Bleſſyd be pe makynge petytyon 

. 
Bleſſyd be ye folowpnge mp trace 
Bleſſyd be ye louynge trybulacyon 
Bleſſyd be ye not wyllynge to treſpace 
Bleſſyd be pe of my caſtytatyon 
Bleſſyd be pe of good operacpon 


Bleſſyd be ye onto me ryght kynde 
Bleſſyd be vou whiche haue me in pour mynde 


Bleſſyd be ye leuynge vll company 
Bleſſyd be ye hauntynge the vertuous 
Bleſſyd be pe that my name magnefp 
Bleſſyd be pe techynge the vycyous 
Bleſſyd be ye good and relygyous 
Blellyd be ye in the lyke temperall 
Tihiche applye pourtelfe to Jope celeſtyall 


Che brytyll worlde ryght often tranſmutable 
ho wyll in it his lyke and tyme well ſpende 
Shall Jove attayne after ineſtymable 

For in the worlde he muſt kyrſt condpfeende, 
To take grete payne as his power wyll extende 
Agaynſt the worlde the fleſſhe and the deuyll 

By my grete grace kor to withſtande theyr enyll 


For who can be a gretter kole than he 
Chat ſpendeth his tyme to hym vncertayne 
For a breupat pleaſure of worldly vanpte 
Chan after that to haue eternall payne 
IAho of the worlde delyteth and is kayne 
Shall after ſorowe and cry ve ve 

In an other worlde quante ſunt tenebre 


Tbe is wyſer than he that wyll applye 

In the worlde to take payne by due dylygence 
After ſhorte payne to come to grete glorpe 
hiche is eterne mooſt hye of extellence 
TAUhere he thall fe my grete magnyfytente 


TUith many aungelles whiche for theyr folace 
Inſacpately do beholde my face 


MRegarde no Joye of the erthly tonſyſtory 

For Ipke as Phebus dothe the fnowe relente 
So palſeth the Joyes of the worlde tranſytory 
Tyme renneth kaſt tyll worldly lyfe be ſpente 
Confpder this in pour entendemente 

Bleſſed be they that my worde do here 

And kepe it well / kor they are to me dere 


Therkore good brederne vour hertes enclyne 

To loue and drede me that am omnipotent 
Bothe god and man in Jove celeſtyne 

Beholde my body all to torne and rente 

THith pour ſpytekull othes cruell and vyolent 

J loue vou pe hate me pe are to harde herted 
Jhelpe vou pe tere me lo how kor pou J {merted 


Mercy and peace dyde make an vnyte 

Bytwene pou and me but trouthe ¢ ryghtwylneſſe 
Do nowe complayne byddynge my godheed fe 
ow that ye bretze the lege of ſothkaſtneſſe 

They tell me that by Juſtyte doubteleſſe 

J muſt take vengeaunce vpon vou ſykerly 

Chat by pour ſwerynge / agayne me crutetye 


For at the requeſt of good merty and peace 
J haue korborne pou longe and many a dape 
Wet more and more pour ſynnes do encreaſe 
Aherfore my Juſtyte wyll no more delaye 


But take vengeaunte for all pour proude araye 
J warne pou ofte pe are nothynge the better 
But pe amende my vengenaunce ſhall be gretter 


Contra turatores xpm in cela cructfigentes, 
per bernardü dicit daminus. Panne fatis 
pro te bulneratus func! none fatis pro te af 
klictus lum! deline amplius peccare.qr magis 
aggrauat bulnus peccati quam bulnus lateris 
mei. 


Am not J wounded for the fuffpepent 

Haue J not for the ynoughe afflytcyon 

Leue more to ſynne by good amendement 

Che wounde of ſynne to me is more paffpon 
Than the wounde of my ſyde kor thy redemptyon 
Choughe J do ſpare J hall vou deſteny 

But ye amende to brenne eternally 


CAith my blody woundes J dyde pour chartre ſeale 
CUby do you tere it / why do pe breke it fo 

Syth it to vou is the eternall heale 

And the releace of euerlaſtynge wo 

Beholde this lettre with the prynte alſo 

Ok myn owne feale by perkyte portrature 

Prynte it in mynde and ve ſhall helthe recure 


And pe kynges and lordes of renowne 

Exorte pour ſeruauntes theyr fwerpnge to teaſe 
Come vnto me and caſt pour ſynne adowne 
And J my vengeaunte ſhall truelp releace 
ith grace and plente / J Hall vou encrate 


And brynge vou whiche reuolue inwardly 
This is my complaynte to eternall glory. 


ach EN. 


¶ The Audtour as foloweth. 


¶ Go lytell treatyſe deuoyde of eloquenre 
Tremblynge kor dreade to approche the maieſte 
Ok our ſouereynge lord ſurmountynge in ercellence 
Put under the wynge ok his benygnyte 
Submpttynge the to his mevepfull pytie. 

And beleche hys grate to pardon thy rudnelle 
TUbych of late was made to eſchewe ydleneſſe. 


Thus endeth the conuerſpon of fwerers, made 
and comppled by Stephen Hawys, groome of the 
chambre of our ſouerigne lorde Kyng henry the 
ſeuenth. Enprynted at London, in Fleteſtrete, at 
the ſygne of the Sonne, by Kynzen de Qorde, 
Prynter vnto the mooſt extellent prynſes, my lady 
the bynges graundame, the pere of our Lord a 
M CCCCC Ik. the firſt pere of the reigne of our 
ſouerayne lord kyng Henry the UJI. 
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A Foptull medytacyon to all Eng⸗ 
{onde of the coronacvon of our mooſt naturall ſoue⸗ 
rayne lorde kynge Henry the eyght. S = = eo 


The prologue. 
7 ~ Ide prudent problems / ¢ the noble werkes 
2 Ok the gentyll portes in olde antyquyte 
N 25 this day Hath made famous clerkes 
N For the poetes wrote nothynge in vanpte 
Butt grounded them on good moralpte 
Encensynge out the kayre duleet kume 
Our langage tude to erple and confume 


Che ryght eloquent porte and monke of bery 
Made many kayre bookes/ as it is probable 
From pole derkenes / to lyght our emyspery 
TUhose vertuous pastyme / was moche comendable 
Presentynge his bookes / gretely prouffytable 


To pour worthy predeceſſour the. v. kynge Henry 
CUbiche regystred is in the courte of memory 


Ampddes the medowe of flora the quene 

Ok the goddes elpron/ is the ſprynge ov well 
And by it groweth / a fayre laurell grene 

Ok whiche the poetes do ofte wryte and tell 
Besyde this olyue / J dyde neuer dwell 

To tast the water whiche is aromatyke 

For to cause me wryte with lusty rethorpke 


CUbervefore good souerayne / J beseche your hyghnes 

To pardon me whiche do rudely endyte 

As in this arte hauynge small intres 

But kor to lerne is all myn appetyte 

In kolowynge the monte whiche dyde nobly wryte 

Belechynge pour hyghnes and grate debonapre 

For to accepte this rude and lytell quayre 
Explicit prologus 


God alone in heuen werynge crowne 
aq In whose inspecte is euery regall se 
8 ö | ) Both to enhaũtce c for ta cast adowne 
’ Suche is 5 power of thp hygh magiste 
© Mepther hardynes treasour nor dygnyte 
May withſtande thy strength whiche is ĩ euery place 
So grete and myghty is thy dyuyne grace 


Two tytles in one thou dydest well vnyfye 
Than the rede roſe toke the whyte in marpage 
Reygnynge togyder ryght hygh and noblye 
From whose vnyd tytyls and worthy lygnage 
Delcended is by ryght excellent courage 

Kynge Henry the viii. for to reygne doutles 
Unyuersall his kame Honour and larges 


CTUbiche hathe ſpouſyd a fayre floure of vertue 
Delcended of kynges dame katherpn ok Spapne 


+ „ * + 


By grace and prudens the peace to attayne 
CUberfore Englonde thou nedes not complayne 
Spth thou hast crowned openly in lyght 

Chis kynge and quene by good true loue and ryght 


Chat sholde J shewe by perambulatvon 

All this grete trvumphe of whiche reporte 

Is made aboute nowe in euery nacyon 

Unto all this realme to be joy and comkorte 
Tiherkore pou lordes J humb lip vou erhorte 
Spyrytuall and temporall with the comyns unykyde 
To gyue god the prayſe whiche dothe grace proupde 


Englonde be gladde / the dewe ok grace is ſpred 
The dewe of Joy / the dewe holſome and foote 
Dyſtylled is nowe from the role so red 

And ok the whyte so spryngynge from the roote 
Akter our trouble to be rekute and boote 

Chis rpall tree was planted as J knowe 

By god aboue the rancour to downe throwe 


Ilho is the floure that dothe this grace dyſtyll 
But only Henry the. viii. kynge of his name 
TTlith golden droppes all Englonde to kulkyll 
To shewe his larges his honour and his fame 
is dedes thereto eremplefpe the same 
Uherkore nowe Englonde with hole deuocvon 
For this ponge kynge make dayly ovapson 


Our late souerapne his kader excellent 

J knowe ryghte well some holde oppynyon 
Chat to auaryce he had entendement 
Gadrynge grete rychelle of this his regvon 
But they lytell knowe by theyr small reaſon 
For what hye entente he gadered doutles 
Unto his grate ſuche innumerable ryches 


For J thynke well and god had gente hym lyke 


Saturne. 


Juppter. 


As they haue meruaylled moche of this gadrynge 
So it to them ſholde haue ben affyrmatyfe 

To haue had grete wonder ok his ſpendynge 

It map fortune he thonght to haue mouynge 

Ok mortall warre and kayth to ſtablyſſhe 
Agaynst the turkes theyr power to mynyſſhe 


But ſyth that dethe by his courſe naturall 

athe hym arested / and wolde not delay 

Lpke wyſe as he was so be we mortall 

ow / where / or whan J cam nothynge sap 
Therkore to god aboue let vs all pray 

For to graunt bpm merty whiche was our kpnge 
Bryngynge his ſoule to Joy euerlaſtinge 


A kayre Englonde myſtruste the ryght nought 
Regarde ryght well / his ſonnes juſtyte 

Se how that they whiche inuencyons fought 
Delptynge them in the ſynne of auaryte 

To oppreile the comyns by grete preiudyce 

Dothe he not punyſſhe them accordynge to lawe 
Such newe promotvons to dampne and withdrawe 


Fly on the faturne with thy myſty fume 
Replete with kraude treaſon and wyckednes 
To ſhewe thy beames thou dareſt not preſume 
So curfed thou arte withouten stablenes 
Deuopde of grate fulfplled with doblenes 
Thy power to Englonde was neuer ampable 
But alwapes euyll vntrue and varpable 


Mow gentyll Juppyter the lodesterre of lyght 
Thy ſtedkaſt beames fo fayre and fo clere 

Caſt now abrede that we may haue a ſyght 

To gladde vs all whan that they do appere 
Sendynge downe trouthe from thy kulgent ſpere 
For to make our hertes mekelp to enclyne 


To ſerue our foucvapne whiche doth nowe dompne 


O myghty Mars o god of the warre Mars. 
O flambynge Honour of euery hardy herte 

Sende downe thy power truely from fo kerre 

Us to encourage that we do not ſterte 

But by hardynes that we may lubuerte 

Our fouevapnes enempes to him contrarvous 

By bataylles fyerſe ryghtkull and rygorous 


And thou kayre bryght / and aureate phebus Phebus. 
Encreace now lyght with loue and honoure 

Amonge the lordes so gay and glorpus 

CHith thy radyant beames so bye of kauoure 

Deuoydynge all trechery debate and rancoure 

And yllumyne the mynde with lyberalyte 

Ok our good ſouerayne with welth and vnyte 


And lady Genus with thy fone Cuppde Genus. 
Ok euerp lorde do nowe the herte enſpyre 

Gith keruent loue that he do not llyde 

And of the compns fet the hertes on kyre 

To loue our ſouerayne with theyr hole deſyre 

Folowynge his grace with dulcet armonve 

To the ryghtkull wape withouten Jeoperdpe 


Also thou Mercury the god of eloquence Mercury. 
The gentyll ſterre of grace and vertue 

Thy beames ok ryght peace and confepence 

On our kynges counfapll done fende and venue 

Che trouthe of Juſtyce / that they may extue 

For to do wronge by the ſynne ok couctyee 

Chat here before hath done grete preiudpee 


And thou waterp dyane of the se the goddes Luna, 
CUith thy broder eolus the god of the wynde 
Encourage the hertes by inwarde hardynes 


And eninpes ryſe that they be not behynde 
Them for to chace and the fe to froure 
By grace and fortune in many a flormyp ſtoure 


O god aboue / trononpfed in heuen 

In whose wyll reſteth euery thynge alone 

Che ſtzye / the erthe / with all the planettes ſeuen 
TUithout whose grace / comkorte haue we none 
As thou arte thre encluspd in one 

So faue our ſouerayne / fram all maner wo 

And this his realme krom mortall warre alſo 


Holy chirche reioyſe / with all pour lybertees 
ithouten dömage / the kynge wyll ve encreate 
And be pour fhelde from all adverlytees 

Mo wronge fhall be but he wyll it foone feace 
Kupttpnge the knotte of kayth loue and peace 
Bytwene pou and hym without dyſturbaunce 
So kor to endure by longe contynuance 


Ryght myghty prynte our goode ſouerayne lorde 
To god enclynynge be hardy and gladde 

Ok vou and pour realme he wyll fe concorde 
Though other nacvons be therkore full ſadde 
Agaynſt pou murmurynge with theyr werkes badde 
Het drede pe nothynge kor god with his myght 
CUpll be alwaye redy to dekende the ryght 


Ryght noble / wiſe / and excellent prynteſſe 
Ryght benygne lady / lyberall and vertuous 
Defcended lynvally of the lyne of nobleneſſe 
Fayre quene Katheryne fo fwete and precyous 
To our ſouerayne eſpouſed with Joy ſolatcyous 
Almyghty god gyue grace to multyplye 

From vou pour floures to reygne ryght ryally 


And lady Mary prynces ryght beauteuous 
Indued with honour / vertue and prudence 


Ryght meke/ goodly / gentyll and gratyous 
Syster ryght deve vnto the excellente 

Ok our good ſouerapne / ſurmountynge in fappence 
Byaht kayre vonge lady / the grete lorde aboue 

He graunte pou grace / high fame / kortune / and loue 


And all vou lordes and ladyes Honourable 

And you noble knyghtes so hauntynge chyualry 
Unto our ſouerapne be meke and tendable 
CUbiche wyll rewarde vou well and nobly 

As to ſhewe his largeſſe vnyuerſally 
Encouragynge pour hertes 5 courage chyualrous 
In tyme of batayll for to be vyctorvous 


And all ye offycers of euery degree 

Beware extortyon / kor and it be knowen 

Mo doute it is but ve Hall punyſſhed be 

Cake hede of them / the whiche be ouerthrowen 
Bemembre well how kortune hathe blowen 

The promoters downe / and caſtynge them full lowe 
In kolowynge them ve fhall fall as J trowe 


Englonde be true and loue well eche other 

Obey your ſouerayne / and god omnypotent 

CUbiche is aboue / of all the worlde the rother 

CU yll ſende pou welth / from whom all goode is ſente 

ide gyue vs grace to kepe his comaundement 

And laue our ſouerapne / with his ſemely quene 

THith all theyr bloode / without trouble and tene 
Amen. 


@ Excuſacio auctoris 
¶ Go Iptell treatyſe ſubmyt the humbly 
To our ſouerayne lorde / to be in his prefence 
Beſechynge his grace to aceepte the mekelp 
And to pardon thy rudenes and neclygente 


„ . + * * 


To compyple those maters whiche ſholde pleafure be 
Unto his hyghnes and regall maieſte 


Now pe fapre ladyes / wyſe and vertuous 
Jryght humhly praye vou for to condyſcende 
To accepte mp makynge nothynge facundious 
J wolde that fortune wolde connynge extende 
That myn endytynge J myght than amende 
To dyrecte my maters after pour pleaſaunce 
Tbiche pet replete am with all ygnoraunce 
2 E N 


¶ Thus endeth this Joykull medytatyon made ¢ com 
pyled by Stephen Hawes ſomtyme grome of 5 cham⸗ 
bre of our late ſouerayne lorde kynge Henry 5 ſeuenth 
¶ Enprynted at London in 5 fleteſtrete at p ſygne of 
the ſonne by wynkyn de worde. 
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